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were,  however, unable to  influence their priests.
In the end, therefore, the youth had no option but
to stay on in the new faith.    Narasimha was very
sad and very angry with the brahmins who expoun-
ded the strict rules of their sect.    He said: "God
will punish those men who used force and changed
my religion. But He will not let go you men who
will not correct the harm they did.   May your
houses fall in ruins; and, if this is not to be because
your decision is right, may your religion fall in
ruins, for holding such a course right.      Look on
me as a Mussalman from today.   May the King
and his mother, who understood some at least
of my pain, be happy and see good !    But from
this moment on I am a servant of the Sultan.   I
warn you not to come alone across my way any-
where.    If you do I shall spit on your faces and
you will lose caste and will not be able any longer
to be brahmins.    I  shall  pull off your sacred
threads and see you have no religion left, Beware
and keep away from me."   So he shouted and
raged and uttered words of imprecation and con-
tempt and went away to the Sultan.   There lie
made reverence to the Sultan's brother-in-law and
said:     " I am the brahmin Narasimha who lost
caste eight days ago.   My people have refused to
take me back. I beg of you to give me some work